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himself down upon the grass. " They have forsaken
me," he cried in bitter grief, " and nothing remains
for me now but to die."

But this catastrophe was not destined to happen.
He heard a rustling among the bushes, and all
around him the air seemed to quiver with merriment;
the roses shook as if with inward laughter, and their
scented petals fell in tender showers upon the ground;
the blades of grass seemed to tremble with pleasure;
the tiny beetles, peeping out from their hiding-places,
chuckled with delight, and from a bower of greenery
sprang the young anchorites with dancing feet and
smiling faces, singing as they came.

" Did you think we had forsaken you, Rishyas-
ringa ? " they cried in merry tones. " Yes, indeed,"
he replied, and then for some unknown reason began
to laugh gently. The maidens joined in his happy
laughter, and the echoes of the forest continued the
sound until the air seemed to be full of joy. " Come
with us," they cried. " Let us show you OUT hermit-
age;" and then, while some of them held his hands,
and others sang and danced around him, they led
him to the lovely vessel which was moored by the
river bank.

And as he stepped on board, far away, over the
land of the Angas, a fleecy cloud extended its downy,
swan-like wings and the rain began to fall in refresh-
ing showers upon the thirsty soil.

When the surly old hermit returned home that
evening he found his cave deserted. " Rishyas-